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"You're talking absolute nonsense! I am not a free man. No million-
aire is a free man. I would like to bake my own bread but I must not
enter the kitchen. I'd like to take my coat off and help in the washing-up
but what would my housekeeper say? She would walk out and refuse to
work for a man who was not a gentleman. I have to accept their condi-
tions. It was bad enough when I introduced the William Morris habit
of no tablecloth for meals; for as you know I never use a tablecloth for
meals."
"But it is almost a universal practice now."
"Is it? When I did it it was considered as immoral as nudism. I also
wanted to introduce the Morris habit of hanging the carpet on the walls
instead of on the floor, but the servants wouldn't budge on that point
because I hadn't the physical attributes necessary for walking up the wall.
To get my money I have to play up to the public and to spend it I have to
play down to the servants. It's a hard life, mine, let me tell you, to be a
marchand de plaisir}"
I could not help remarking: "Especially for a person who takes life
seriously."
"I have not yet reached my serious years. I'm still a child, boyishly
interested in photography, pseudo-scientific fairy tales and pictures of
imaginary life. Give a man a mere hundred years to live and he sings: let
us eat and drink, for tomorrow we die. But give him three hundred years
and he becomes a new man, all his valuations change. You see our conduct
is influenced not by our experience but by our expectation of life. I take
life sufficiently seriously to want more of it even though I find it so
horrible. We are told that when Jehovah created the world He saw that
it was good. What would He say now? Tastes have changed thanks mainly
to me."
He did not for a moment convince me that he was finding life
horrible, but when he seemed to be enjoying himself most he often came
out with this note of self pity to remind me that he was a human being
after all.
Wasn't it Johnson who reminded us that there is a wicked inclination
in most people to suppose that an old man decayed in his intellect. If a
young man when leaving a company does not recollect where he laid
his hat, it is nothing; but if the same forgetfukiess is discovered in an old
man, people will shrug up their shoulders and say: his memory is going.
I did not notice such a decline in G.B.S. He was still as mischievous